THE HORSE AND THE GUN
HAVE THEIR DAY

PERHAPS no more striking description
of a landscape was ever attempted than
when Mr. Roosevelt said that in the
Bad Lands he always felt as if they somehow
looked just as Poe's tales and poems sound.
It is with this as I said before: we sometimes
forget the man of words in the man of deeds.
Mr. Roosevelt's writings occasionally suffer
from a lack of patience to edit and to polish,
but they are always full of vigor and direct-
ness; in other words, he is himself when he
writes as when he talks; and never more so than
when he writes of the great West to which I
often think he belongs more than to the East
where he was born. His home ranch in western
North Dakota was among the Bad Lands of